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	1. i protection

_Hey everyone! *dodges randomly thrown sharp objects* I'm sorry! I'm sorry! Jeeze! I know, it's been FOREVER since my last update. :( I'mma horrible -ter. D: Don't kill me, please._

_Anyway, down to business. This work? Not my best. My first ever attempt at writing since my last update....what, three months ago? Yeah. ANYWAYS. It's going to suck. Don't expect much. My muse and writing abilities will come back eventually. :D_

_Anyways, I ADORE this movie. The relationship between Hiccup and Toothless adds up to that between Sonic and Tails. I love them equally. *huggles both* I decided to start a drabble thing for HTTYD. This is it. I will explore the emotions between both during the most emotional parts in the movie, and also make up my own. This first part is when Toothless saves Hiccup at the end. Remember, this has MAJOR SPOILERS._

_Also remember! This is far from my best work. So don't judge too harshly. :3 Next chapter will be better. PROMISEEE_

**How to Train Your Dragon  
>The Extent of Loyalty<strong>

**chapter 1  
><strong>Protection**  
><strong>

The flames that pushed to the skies blocked out the sun, filling the atmosphere with thick smog. The normal blue sky was covered with gray clouds, and the earth below was strangled by the heat and ash trapped inside. A shape zigzagged through the clouds, a blur against the gray, noiselessly shooting through the air. As it rose into the sky, a sudden blast of fire sprouted up from behind it, missing by mere inches. There was a loud roar, and, breaking through the clouds, was an enormous dragon, with ugly stone gray scales and beady black eyes.

A less menacing roar was returned, and a sudden blast of blue lit the air, striking the large dragon, the sonic boom arriving moments later. The dragon roared in pain, its cry echoing in the heavens, and it shuddered in anger, searching, searching.

Deep within the gray clouds, a dark, smaller dragon, zipped to and fro, green eyes narrowed and concentrating on his target. Finding an opening, the dragon screeched loudly, releasing a ball of blue flame that traveled faster that a moving bullet to the much larger dragon, striking once more. The enemy screeched again, and the smaller dragon grinned, flashing a toothless smile.

Upon his back a human sat, pressed firmly against the back of his dragon, his feet resting in stirrups at the sides of the sleek dragon. His brown hair ruffled in the breeze, his dark green eyes focused, determined. The dragon beneath him pressed against the air with it's wings, zipping once more away from the watching eyes of their enemy.

Only weeks earlier, this type of human/dragon communication would've been unheard of. Weeks earlier, the boy on the back of the dragon was a lost soul, searching for his direction in the world. Weeks earlier, the dragon carrying the boy was the most feared dragon in the world, a dragon that answered to no one but itself.

But, today, the rules had been broken. They were a team, and each needed the other.

"Toothless, watch for another opening," the boy whispered to the dragon, whose eyes narrowed further, growling a consent. They moved through the clouds before they found another clear shot, and the dragon, Toothless, attacked once more.

This final shot of blue flame sent the enormous dragon over the edge. Enraged, it roared, spraying fire into the air around it. Unprepared for the sudden flames, the smaller dragon had to act quick. Screeching, it shot forward, zipping by the flames and just barely brushing by the large dragon. The huge dragon roared again, this time giving chase.

For awhile, it was a game of cat and mouse. Toothless zigzagged through the air, his prosthetic tail-fin clicking rapidly as the human on his back switched according to the direction they traveled. The larger dragon was shooting streams of flame, and the human/dragon duo barely escape the torrents of flame. Toothless was leading them from danger, his own mind reeling on a way to escape, to save the young charge on his back and himself.

He suddenly had an idea, and with a screech, he glanced over his shoulder, watching for the perfect moment, his wings flapping madly.

The larger dragon roaring, opening it's mouth widely to charge another shot of flame. Toothless took it as the perfect moment to attack.

Screeching loudly, Toothless shot his blue fire into the large dragon's mouth, striking directly into it's throat.

There was a terrible scream from the huge dragon, it's wings suddenly giving way. Flames flew from it's mouth, but Toothless avoided them. He gave a shout of victory, pumping his wings to fly back into the air, the human on his back cheering. They had done it. It was over.

But their celebration was short lived, as, when Toothless zipped away from the flames, the embers had touched the dragon's fake tail-fin, and it burst into flames.

Toothless could feel the flames eat at his prosthetic limb. He screeched in warning to Hiccup, and the human struggled to regain control. They were spinning through the air now, unable to straighten out. Hiccup cried out as they fell, Toothless struggling to regain control with his wings.

From the smoke below them, a jagged rock appeared, as if from no where. Hiccup cried out in warning, but, even if it had been in time, Toothless was helpless to avoid the rock, and they struck the sharp rock, the pain shooting through Toothless' spine upon contact. He screeched, struggling to twisted around, to fly again.

The force of the blow was enough to knock the sense of direction from Toothless. But it wasn't the lost sense of direction that frightened him the most, nor the fact he was now plummeting to the ground.

When they struck, he heard the leather of the saddle rip, a stomach curdling sound, filling Toothless with a sense of panic. He was watching the form of his unconscious rider fall below him toward the flames that engulfed the island below.

_No!_ Toothless screamed in his mind, a loud, wordless screech filling the air around him. _No! Not my Hiccup! No!_

His young charge was twisting through the air, plummeting toward his death, The flames were suddenly very hot, even to Toothless, and a sense of desperate need filled him. His human was going to die! He had to save Hiccup. Whatever he did, the boy had to live.

With a roar, Toothless dived, his body still spinning. He opened his wings, desperate to reach his falling charge before the flames could engulf him. But without his prosthetic tail-fin, he could not straighten himself out. Instead, he pushed himself toward the ground, the effort of it nearly tearing the membrane of his wings apart. The flames were dangerously close, and Toothless gave a last push of his wings, reaching out with his claws to Hiccup. His sharp talons gripped the boy, and the flames were suddenly surrounding them.

Toothless knew his young human could not survive the heat of the flames. The fire crackled, rising hungrily toward the flesh of the human. Despite the fear of striking the ground, Toothless folded his wings, wrapping them around the human, basically curling himself into a ball to protect the fragile human in the grips of his tight claws. The ground rose closer and closer to meet them, and Toothless slammed against the ground hard, screeching in pain.

_Hiccup,_ he thought, tightening his wings. _Hiccup, I am here. I have protected you...just as you protected me._

The force of his landing left Toothless fighting for conscious, his mind drifting between memories and reality. His mind moved from hunting before his injury, and flying with Hiccup along the shores of Berk. For a moment, he pictured they were back home, flying high above the island, the sun setting and bruising the sky an angry purple. He suddenly longed for the feel of wind beneath his wings, to feel his human's heart beat against his back.

But, for now, Toothless could only concentrate on remaining conscious, listening as the flames crackled and died around them. He clutched Hiccup against his chest, not feeling the boy move, and in the mist of his clouded mind, Toothless felt the sharp claws of panic rake through his heart. What is he failed? What if his human was dead?

The Night Fury wondered how it had come to this. How had one human been able to change him, to force him to trust? Had it been when Hiccup refused to kill him, instead releasing him, even if it had meant his own death? Had it been when the human had generously fed him when he was unable to feed himself? Perhaps when the human righted his wrong, and created a tail-fin so he could fly among the skies once more?

Whatever the cause, Toothless knew the bond created between him and his human could not be broken. It was one of pure trust and loyalty. And even if the dragon died here today, giving his life to protect the human he so cared for, he would not have it any other way.

A steady rain began to fall, and, opening his eyes, Toothless watched as the flames began to shrink, slowly dying to mere embers. How long had it been since they landed? Despite the dying flames, Toothless didn't dare to release his charge, simply groaning in sorrow as he tightened his hold.

"_Hiccup_!"

The shout traveled on the wind, and Toothless lifted his ear, hearing the cry. Not daring to move, he simply roared weakly, sadly, signaling where he and Hiccup lay. _I'm here,_ he thought. _We're here. _

In the dense smoke, Toothless watched as the large human appeared, the one who had caused this in the first place. A angry growl rose to the dragon's throat, but he swallowed it. The human had saved him; had this righted his wrong? Perhaps.

But if Hiccup were to never wake, Toothless would hold this...this _Stoick_ personally responsible.

The viking approached slowly, his eyes wide and filled with horror. The dragon groaned, blinking slowly. _Good. He knows his mistake. Foolish human._ As the viking neared, Toothless instinctively tightened his wings, growling weakly. _Stay away. Stay away._ The viking stopped in his steps, his eyes still wide and scared. The dragon's pupils narrowed. _Only I can protect him. Only me._

"Dragon..." the viking suddenly spoke, his voice hoarse and soft. "Dragon...Toothless...my son...Hiccup..." His voice broke then, and the dragon's pupils widened. A sudden mournful cry rose in the dragon's throat, escaping as a moan. _My human...my Hiccup..._

Slowly, ever so slowly, Toothless, using the last bit of his strength, spread his wings. There, in his claws was Hiccup, clutched desperately into the dragon's chest. The large viking gasped, a weak noise, and rushed to grab the young boy from the dragon's talon. Feeling his human taken from him, Toothless gave a mournful cry, watching his father pick up the young human effortlessly. The dragon's sharp eyes took in the injures of his human, his eyes falling finally on the crushed, charred left foot.

_My human,_ the dragon thought, sadly. _Now, we are truly the same._

The darkness surrounded the dragon, and he succumbed to unconsciousness.

**end of chapter**


	2. ii handicaps

_So far, I have received a positive look on this new project. :) For that, I am excited. _

_I forgot to point out about the changes in plot in the last chapter. Yes, I know what exactly happened, but, for the sake of my creativity, I...rearranged it a bit. If anyone really minds, I'll edit it with what really happened. :)_

_Now, this chapter is basically a follow-up to the last chapter, where Hiccup awakes with his leg gone. It's not very long. :( The next chapter will probably focus around how Hiccup finally gained Toothless' trust, but I'm not entirely sure. :)_

_Hope you enjoy!_

**How to Train Your Dragon**

**The Extents of Loyalty**

**chapter 2**

Handicaps

When the rising sun roused Hiccup from his dreams, the human didn't remember nearly being consumed by flames. He didn't remember his dragon's noble effort to save him, even if it had costed his own life. He remembered nothing of being chased by the enormous king dragon, or how his leather saddle had been ripped apart like a tissue.

No, when Hiccup awoke, the only thing he remembered was being locked in the arena with the dragons.

He awoke with a start, out of breath, feeling sore and disoriented. With a groan, he sat up, holding his spinning head in his hands. What had happened? How had he gotten here, back in his house? His heart thudded frantically; had something happened inside the arena?

From above him, in the rafters of his home, there was a soft roar. Startled, Hiccup looked into the darkness, only to see a large, dark blue dragon leap to the floor, chattering excitedly. The large reptile approached Hiccup, nuzzling his head softly.

"Tooth....less," Hiccup stuttered, confused. What was going on? Toothless seemed overexcited to see him awake. But wait. Wait! What was Toothless doing _in his house_?!

"Ahh! T-Toothless, what are...w-what are you doing in here?" he screeched, but the dragon simply roared happily, nuzzling against him further, pressing him back into the bed. "Wait! W-wait! We have you...we have to get you _out of here_!" He shoved his Night Fury away, pulling the covers off of him, and throwing his legs over the bed. But, when he felt the sudden weight on his left leg, he looked down, confused.

And everything came rushing back to him.

He remembered going to the island of the dragons, to stop his dad from making a horrible mistake, and to save his beloved Toothless. He remembered nearly drowning saving his dragon, then how his father took over, rescuing Toothless. He remembered the fight on the ground, and how he and Toothless tricked the enormous dragon into the air. He remembered the chase, and the sudden, horrible panic as he dropped through the air.

He couldn't speak. A terrible sense of dread and sorrow washed over him as he stared at the appendage connected to his knee, flesh and blood replaced with leather and metal.

Toothless approached once more, cooing sadly. He pressed his nose to his friend shoulder, and Hiccup wondered momentarily if the dragon was sharing his sadness.

The sudden horror and sorrow of losing his leg overwhelmed him, and he dropped his head in his hands, Toothless' nose pressed into his shoulder as the tears fell from the humans eyes. He had lost his leg, a part of him that could never be returned. The very thought of never running again filled him with such sadness, he nearly sobbed.

But then, he remembered his mentor...and Toothless himself.

The human looked over at his dragon, who opened his eyes. The sympathy there was evident, but a fire burned in the dragon's eyes. The look of determination Hiccup had seen only once before; the moment he broke into the arena, risking everything to save Hiccup. Seeing the fire burn in his dragon's eyes touched and comforted him, and at the same time, his strength returned. Maybe, weeks earlier, when he was simple, clumsy Hiccup, before he met Toothless, losing his leg would've been the end of the world. Now, as he looked his dragon in the eye, Hiccup knew he could do it. And he was sure his dragon would be there, every shaky step of the way.

Feeling the strength flood his veins, Hiccup took a deep breath. He slipped down from his bed, his metal foot clinking against the ground. The feeling was strange, and slightly painful, but Hiccup took another deep breath, daring to lift the fake leg and step forward. Finding it hard to keep his balance with his new leg, Hiccup stumbled, crying out slightly as he collapsed. But Toothless was there. He caught Hiccup before he could hit the ground, his head lifting him back to his feet. Hiccup glanced once more into his dragons eyes, and Toothless purred, chattering gently.

_Do not worry, young one,_ he seemed to say. _I am here. I will always be here. Do not worry._

Hiccup smiled gently at his dragon, leaning against him as they walked toward the front door. He stumbled and nearly fell with each step, but his strength was returning. Toothless flicked his tail, the one tail-fin remaining brushing against the ground.

Together, dragon and human, both having lost a vital part of them, approached the door and opened it, wearing their handicaps proudly. For, now they truly were the same.

**end of chapter**


	3. iii trust

_I liked doing this chapter. :3 It was fun!_

_Nothing really to report this time around. I just hope you enjoy this._

_Next will probably be their first flight, or something. 8D_

**How to Train Your Dragon**

**The Extents of Loyalty**

**chapter 3**

Trust

The forest surrounding the village of Berk was usually calm and quiet, a perfect place for a walk to clear your mind. Small animals chattered in the trees, and scurried across the ground. The canopies of the trees blocked out most of the sun, keeping it cool in the dead heat of summer. It was a maze of trees and random lakes, places where you could be trapped if not careful.

The Night Fury hated it.

The smells, the silence, the traps. He hated it all. How did those humans stand it? He was used to soaring, the wind whooshing all silence from his ears, freedom to go wherever. On the ground, he was stuck. Well, at least for now. After that human shot him from the sky, he was injured. He couldn't fly. It was the worst feeling in the world.

And, as if to add insult to his injury, he had become trapped in this...this _crater_ beside of a huge lake. Unable to fly, unable to escape.

Right now, the midnight blue dragon was attempting yet again to escape. Huffing and puffing, he ran toward the edges of his prison and leaped, catching air for mere seconds before plummeting to the ground. Growling, his pride and underbelly smarting, he tried yet again, and again, until, with a huff of air, he gave up, collapsing to the ground.

How was he ever going to get out of there?

From high above him, a human was watching, his eyes admiring the scales of the dragon. He was doodling away, drawing a rather nice sketch of said dragon, watching it's attempts to escape. He felt a twitch of guilt; after all, it was his fault. If he need to fit in hadn't taken over. If he hadn't of shot the Night Fury that night... The proud beast would still be free and uninjured.

Hiccup sighed, shutting his notebook. He knew unless he righted this wrong, he would forever feel the talons of guilt scrap at his heart and mind.

Not only that, but Hiccup had something he needed to know. He had been thinking hard about it, confused and bewildered. For when he had found the Night Fury deep within the forest, he released it. And for a moment, he thought he was going to die.

But the dragon had simply roared at him, a kind of warning, a kind of frustrated cry, and bounded off, ending up at the bottom of this valley.

Gathering all of the courage he could muster, the human began his descent into the valley. It was easy for him. His tiny stature made it simple to squeeze through the rocks lining the walls. He reached the bottom and peered out at the dragon, whose back was turned, staring at the water. Hiccup took a deep breath, his heart hammering, and stepped slowly from his hiding spot. The dragon didn't move, still staring down into the lake. Hiccup neared closer, his footsteps quiet and slow. He wanted to know more about this dragon, know more about the entire species. He didn't feel frightened...or, at least, not _too_ frightened. He was much too curious to be frightened.

He got closer and closer, watching the dragon, who still stood motionless by the water. Then, suddenly, the Night Fury moved, his claw shooting into the water, apparently hunting for a fish. The sudden movement made Hiccup leap into the air, and he stumbled backwards, falling on his behind. The Night Fury hissed in frustration, his claw coming out clean from the lake. He whipped around, ears straight in the air, his eyes narrowing cautiously when he saw the human behind him.

They studied each other for a moment, each wondering what the other was thinking. Then, the dragon snorted, a breath of smoke shooting from his nostril, and he turned, stalking away glumly, and lying down several yards away.

Hiccup didn't realize he was holding his breath until the Night Fury stalked away, and he gasped, his heart thudding faster. He stood up slowly, eyes on the dragon who was turned away away, head hanging between his paws. Hiccup felt the guilt prick him again, and he frowned, looking toward the lake as he dusted himself off. Then, an idea came to him. With a smile, he turned and ran out of the valley, skirting the rocks quickly and heading back to his village.

Foolish human.

It was his fault he had been there in the first place. The dragon was still bitter, his pride and tail injured. The human had struck him, midair, and the hard landing injured him, taken away a vital part of him. But, the dragon thought, _He did spare my life._ The dragon didn't like it, but it was true. Completely helpless, the dragon was ready for death. But, the strange little human, didn't kill him. Instead, he used the knife to release him, and, in return, the Night Fury spared his life.

A frustrated look came to the dragon's eye. _So why is he back?_ The dark dragon glanced over his shoulder, finding the human rushing up the hill. _Good._ The dragon snorted, lashing his broken tail against the ground and lying his head back down, sulking. His brought his tail closer to his face, eying the space where the tail-fin should be. The sinking feeling in his stomach made him sigh, and he closed his eyes.

What was he going to do?

Around an hour later, Hiccup returned, a rather large fish clutched in his hands. He looked down into the valley, seeing the dragon lying with his eyes closed, breathing evenly. The Viking squeezed through the rocks, reaching the bottom of the valley, clutching the fish and watching the resting dragon. It seemed to be sleeping peacefully, and Hiccup really didn't like the idea of waking a beast.

Instead, he sat down on a rock, facing the opposite direction of the dragon, sighing. He placed the fish on the ground next to him, his mind wandering away. He picked up a twig, resting his head on his knuckles, and started doodling in the dirt. At first, it was nothing but random lines and circles. Then, his mind locked on the Night Fury resting behind him. The drawing began to take shape. Hiccup was drawing the handsome dragon, unaware that the Night Fury was awake, stalking toward him quietly.

He smelled the fish, and his eyes opened immediately, his mouth watering.

The dragon lifted his head and looked across the valley, eyes focusing on the shape of the hunched over human drawing in the sand...and they came to rest on the delicious looking fish lying on the ground next to him. The Night Fury licked his lips, standing and approaching the human and fish slowly. His eyes narrowed into slits as the smell got richer the closer he got. Just as he started to reach out and take the fish with a swift bite, the movements the human was making in the dirt caught his attention. Pupils widening to their normal form, the dark dragon stood straighter, looking over the humans shoulder as he drew. Intrigued, the dragon walked to the humans shoulder and watched, head tilting.

Hiccup felt the nervous thud of his heart against his ribcage when he heard the dragon approach his side. However, he didn't stop drawing, continuing to create the dragon in the sand. He filled in the eyes, and added detail to the ears. _Voila_! The Night Fury.

Beside him, the dragon chattered strangely, almost approvingly, casting a glance at the human standing next to him. Suddenly curious and inspired, the dragon walked away, and the clearing was filled with the sound of a snapping tree trunk. Hiccup whipped around suddenly at the noise, watching the dragon approach, carrying a rather large tree trunk. Twittering happily, the dragon placed the tip of the trunk against the ground, and began to drag it across the ground, just as Hiccup was doing a moment before.

The human watched, intrigued, and the Night Fury continued his masterpiece, dragging it to and fro, twirling in circles and making zigzags. He purred, almost dancing as he drew, his actions precise, at least to him. With a final twitter of happiness, the dragon tossed the tree trunk away, nodding in approval of his masterpiece. But, what he found pride in, the human saw as a simple bunch of lines, circles, and zigzags. He smiled slightly, stepping forward.

Deep in his throat, the dragon growled, eyes narrowing.

_No._

Hiccup stepped back, startled. When his foot moved from the ground, the dragon suddenly continued purring. Hiccup, confused, tried to step forward again, with the same reaction. The dragon snarled. _No_. Hiccup, smiling, removed his foot, and tried one more time. _No_. With a little laugh, the human began to move around the artwork of the dragon, listening to the reptile purr and chatter happily. His maneuver turned into a kind of dance, and Hiccup laughed allowed, leaping over the final line gracefully. The dragon purred, and Hiccup turned around, a wide smile on his face.

The expression made the dragon's curiosity twitch. What a strange thing, and yet it filled him with amusement and joy. The dragon lifted his lips, spreading the corners of his mouth up, trying his best to recreate the smile on the younger humans face. The crooked smile of the dragon filled Hiccup with amusement. Feeling proud of himself, the dragon chattered quietly, the smile lingering a bit longer.

Then, suddenly, his glowing eyes flashed to the fish lying on the ground, narrowing instantly as he licked him lips, the smile falling away. The human, noticing his sudden change, followed his gaze and grinned when he noticed the fish. _Of course_. He crouched and picked it up, holding it in front of him as the dragon growled, eying it hungrily. Hiccup, suddenly nervous about the hungry gaze, offered it to the dragon, who stepped back cautiously, his mind and instinct fighting.

"Come on," the human cooed, holding the fish as far away from his body as possible. "It's yours. I won't hurt you." The dragon inched closer, his body braced to fight or flight if he had to get away quick. The closer he got, the more nervous Hiccup become, but he didn't move. The Night Fury was reached toward the fish, opening his mouth slowly. Hiccup noticed strangely, that the creature had no teeth, and his eyebrow lifted in confused.

"Funny, you're...toothless," he said, as the dragon reached further. "I could've sworn you--" The dragon growled once, teeth popping from his gums with a clack, and he stole the fish quickly, nearly taking Hiccup's arm with him. The human yelped, jerking his arm back in shock, and the dragon inhaled the fish, licking his muzzle greedily. "...had teeth."

Once the fish was gone, the cautious look returned to the dragon's eye. But he didn't move away. He was staring at the human curiously, in awe. What was so strange about this creature that kept him so entranced? The human felt the sudden weight of the moment, and he knew, it was now or never.

Slowly, ever so slowly, Hiccup lifted his hand. The dragon didn't move, simply watched the movement with wide pupils. Still calm. Hiccup lifted the hand further, slowly reaching toward the dragon's snout. The Night Fury then had a change, his pupils narrowing and a snarl escaping from his throat.

_No. I don't trust you, human._

Hiccup dropped his hand immediately, and the dragon seemed to calm slowly. The Night Fury was studying the human now, his eyes searching. If there was fear in the boy's heart, the dragon couldn't sense it. This perplexed him. Most anything with flesh and bone was fearful of him. After all, he was the Night Fury. He found the human curiously unusually. He sniffed around him slightly, blinking slowly.

Strange little human, so close to a dragon...and not flinching away. The dragon's eyes searched the humans, seeing what he could find.

Hiccup wanted to show the dragon his trust, wanted the dragon to know he wouldn't hurt him. After all of this, how could he? Hiccup hesitated, taking a deep breath as the dragon looked over him, sniffing around him. Strangely, he wasn't afraid. Actually, he felt calm, safe, near the dragon. His own eyes turned to the dragons, watching as they narrowed slightly. That was it. Eye contact. No proud creature liked to be looked in the eye. Wanting the dragon to trust him, Hiccup took a deep breath, his eyes shutting, and he turned his head away. Slowly, so slowly, he lifted his hand again, the palm facing the dragon, so close he could feel his breath.

_I trust you._

Meanwhile, the dragon was bewildered. The human turned away, his eyes shut, and the dragon felt not a single wave of fear. The dragon could reach out and take his hand off, without another thought. The dragon's mind raced as he stared at the open palm. The ultimate proof of trust, risking everything to show it.

The dragon neared closer, pausing, hesitating. By doing this, he was giving the human his trust, and, perhaps his own freedom. By doing this, he was breaking every sacred rule known to dragon and human alike. But the human in front of him was different. The Night Fury felt it. He wasn't bloodthirsty or evil. And, standing there, the dragon felt no fear. He felt...calm.

Forgetting all he knew before of humans, the rules, and the past stretched out behind his own kind and Hiccups, the Night Fury shut his eyes, placing his warm snout firmly against the humans palm, feeling the cool skin against his scales.

_I trust you, hatchling._

In that moment, as both human and dragon opened their eyes, a bond was formed, a bond that would only end when both creature took their last breath.

**end of chapter**


	4. iv fear

_Back with another drabble. Another one will be coming shortly. :)_

_This one focuses on the moment when Hiccup was pitted against that Monstrous Nightmare and Toothless had to save him. It's in Toothless' POV. :)_

**How to Train Your Dragon**

**The Extents of Loyalty**

**chapter 4**  
>fear<p>

He heard the scream, the terrible, bloodcurdling scream.

The large dragon awoke with a start, his dozing interrupted by the loud yell. He had been waiting for his human companion to come -- he had promised a fly today. The Night Fury was even wearing his specially-made saddle that the human had created for him.

The scream filled the dragon with rage; it was his human, his Hiccup, screaming. He roared loudly, a sense of desperate need filling him. He rushed toward the walls of his prison, leaping at them, the agonizing screams fueling his strength.

_I'm coming, Hiccup, I'm coming_, he shouted in his mind, roaring as he leaped at the walls, again and again. He felt the sheer panic now; what if he couldn't escape? His human would die. He would be alone. The Night Fury leaped again, his claws scratching desperately at the rock wall, finally finding hold. With roars and grunts, he scaled the rock wall as fast as his could, slipping and nearly falling several times.

The feelings inside him reached a boiling point. The fear, panic, and anger filled him, pulling at his instincts. His best friend, his Hiccup, was in trouble. The need to protect filled him, and he knew failure was not an option. He focused on these feelings, the fear for his human blocking everything else away, filling his body with the strength he needed. His claws scraped at the rock, and somehow, someway, the dragon began to climb the vertical wall.

Finally, he reached the top, his claws clutching powerfully at the soil as he pulled himself up, escaping the place that had held him prisoner for so many days in mere moments. The screams echoed around him, and he roared again, running through the forest. He leaped into the air, attempting to fly, to save time, but with the same effect as so many times before. With a snort of frustration, he landed on his feet hard, pushing himself through the forest, shoving away trees and rocks, breaking them in half. He felt nothing of the cuts lining his scales. The anger and panic blocked it out.

The fear spread through his veins, freezing his blood like ice. Hiccup was in trouble. Hiccup needed him. Hiccup needed him. The Night Fury didn't take long to reach the village of Berk, and he sped through the village, ignoring the frightened screams and dives of the people, rushing toward the sound of the screams, toward the source of his panic, his fear.

The caged arena rose before him, and the dark dragon felt the rage boil his blood; they had locked his Hiccup _in a cage_? The Night Fury roared, causing many villagers to turn their head in fear, seeing the large winged creature dive toward them, rage and blood-lust glowing in his narrowed gaze.

The dragon screeched, releasing a shot of blue fire that burned a hole in the caged walls. He leaped through, finding his Hiccup huddled against the far wall, a Monstrous Nightmare flaming above him, threatening to kill, to destroy, just as his nature intended.

The Night Fury screeched loudly, a sound that nearly burst the eardrums. The rage filled him, from his head to the tip of his broken tail. How _dare_ that dragon threaten his Hiccup? How _dare it_? Did it not know the fury of the dragon behind it, of the Night Fury, that could cause much more damage to it than it ever imagined? The anger turned his vision red. He would save Hiccup. If it cost him his own life, the Night Fury would make sure the human was safe. He would kill this dragon, commit the most horrid crime among dragon. He would kill one of his own.

The rules had been broken long before this, however. When he let the human in, when he gave the human his trust and accepted the humans, the game was changed. Between the human and dragon, love was created, a type of love that dragon's would kill for. Kill, or even be killed. The tables had turned, the chess board broken, and now, it pitted dragon against dragon. The moment hand had touched scales, it was all different.

_I'll kill you!_ he screeched, and the Monstrous Nightmare turned around, still on fire. _I'll kill you!_ The Night Fury leaped, placing himself between the other dragon and his human, protecting him. Hiccup cried out behind him. The flaming dragon roared loudly, his eyes wide with bewilderment.

_You dare threaten your own kind, Night Fury? _it roared back, stomping it's feet. _You dare, for a puny human that have killed many of us? You would kill for him? _The Monstrous Nightmare was angered now, his tail lashing behind him.

_I dare it, _the Night Fury roared, his eyes mere slits, and his belly on fire. _I dare it. Stay back. Touch him, and you'll be greeting our father before you can enjoy the taste of his blood. _The Monstrous Nightmare screeched, throwing it's head back.

_So be it, Night Fury!_ it screamed, its eyes red with fury. _You have betrayed your own for this foolish human, who would kill you in an instant. Your fate has been sealed! _That said, the Nightmare leaped, claws aimed at the chest of the other dragon. The Night Fury growled and snarled, leaping as well, claws meeting scales. They rolled around, each besting the other for mere moments, slashing at each other, biting each other. The Night Fury, too enraged to feel the pain of his cut scales, managed to finally throwing the Nightmare away, chasing it off with a breath of blue flame. The Nightmare limped away, roaring in defeat, as the Night Fury roared in victory.

It was over. His Hiccup was safe. Immediately, the blood lust was gone, and the Night Fury turned to his charge, eyes widened in concern as he whimpered. Hiccup rushed to him, placing his cool hands on his scaly face. The Night Fury purred gently, seeing he was uninjured, and pressed firmly against him. It was okay. Everything was fine. His Hiccup was fine. They were together once more.

And then, the peace was broken. Suddenly, Hiccup's cool hands were torn from the dragon's face, and the large, bulking Viking's surrounded him, their large, firm hands grabbing him, pulling him. The same hands had grabbed the alarmed looking Hiccup, and the Night Fury's instinct rose again, the dragon awakening inside of him as he was torn from his human once more. He roared, throwing the Viking's off.

_I'll kill you_! he roared, swiping at them, knocking them away roughly. _I'll kill you all! All of you! _He fought back, the urge to kill strong, as he searched for the face of his beloved Hiccup in the sea of vast Vikings. His tail knocked them, his head, his claws. He leaped at one, the urge to kill overtaking him, and he roared, his throat radiating with heat as he prepared to torch the human beneath him. And suddenly, from behind him, there was a cry, a desperate plea.

"_Toothless! No!_" screamed Hiccup, his voice pleading, horrified. With a snap of his jaws, the dragon leaped away, obeying, and looked back at his Hiccup, his human, finding him once more unhurt. The dragon purred happily, feeling the danger gone. Hiccup was safe. Hiccup was fine. It was okay.

He started toward his charge, purring and eyes wide. But, before he could cross the small distance between them, he was on the ground, pinned by the large hands from before. He cried out, losing sight of his human once more. The cry was desperate, pleading, and sad. His Hiccup. He wanted his human near him. He struggled weakly, finding the urge to fight gone. He heard Hiccup shout his name somewhere over the sea of huge humans, but could not see him, and could only answer with a screech. The Viking's bounded him tightly, their hands rough and unforgiving against his already smarting scales.

Finally, he was drug away, screeching for his human, his Hiccup. Within the surrounding humans, he saw him, clutched by the human girl, reaching toward him desperately. Seeing the human safe the females arm filled the dragon with a sense of peace, and he stopped screeching, watching Hiccup until he was out of sight once more. He was safe, that was all that mattered now. He trusted Hiccup, as Hiccup had trusted him. It was his turn now.

The dragon was loaded onto the boat, tied down like a wild animal, unable to escape. The dragon moaned quietly, wishing for Hiccup, wanting his human by his side. As the boats began to pull away from the dock, Toothless began to struggle, screeching. Leave the island? His Hiccup? What if they stuck him back in that cage. He shook his restraints, roaring desperately, his strength fading when he realized his was helpless now, just as Hiccup had been earlier.

With a sad moan, the dragon looked up at the island, seeing the small form of a human standing against the hill leading down to the docks. It was Hiccup. The skinny human was standing on the ramp, staring at the boat longingly, and the dragon screech happily.

Hiccup would come for him. He knew it, to the depths of his soul. In the hands of this human, he was no longer a dragon. The honor of being a dragon was gone the moment he threatened his own kind.

Now, he had truly lost everything. His ability to fly. His freedom. The honor bestowed on him centuries before. It was all gone.

The only thing that remained was the loyalty to Hiccup, the trust he felt strongly for the human. It was all he had left.

For now, he was at the mercy of the Viking's. Do what they would, Toothless knew Hiccup was safe, and it was all that mattered.

But, deep in his soul, he knew. Hiccup would not let him go like this.

He would come for him, would rescue him. Just as Toothless had done for him.

**end of chapter 4**


End file.
